364	A MODERN COMEDY
A warm supporter of Sir James Foggart's book, charac-
terising it as " the masterpiece of a blind archangel," he
had a passion for listening to the clavichord, and was
invaluable in Fleur's c salon.'
Freed from poetry and modern music, from Sibley Swan,
Walter Nazing and Hugo Solstis, Fleur was finding time
for her son—the eleventh baronet. He represented for her
the reality of things. Michael might have posthumous
theories, and Labour predatory hopes, but for her the year
1944 would see the eleventh baronet come of age. That
Kit should inherit an England worth living in was of more
intrinsic importance than anything they proposed in the
Commons and were unable to perform. All those houses
they were going to build, for instance—very proper, but
a little unnecessary if Kit still had Lippinghall Manor
and South Square, Westminster, to dwell in. Not that
Fleur voiced such cynical convictions, or admitted them
even to herself. She did orthodox lip-service to the great
god Progress.
The Peace of the World, Hygiene, Trade, and the End
of Unemployment, preoccupied all, irrespective of Party,
and Fleur was in the fashion ; but instinct, rather than
Michael and Sir James Foggart, told her that the time-
honoured motto : * Eat your cake and have it,' which
underlay the platforms of all Parties, was not * too fright-
fully ' sound. So long as Kit had cake, it was no good
bothering too deeply about the rest; though, of course,
one must seem to. Fluttering about her ' salon '—this to
that person, and that to the other, and to all so pretty,
she charmed by her grace, her common-sense, her pliancy.
Not infrequently she attended at the House, and sat, not
listening too much to the speeches, yet picking up, as it
were, by a sort of seventh sense (if women in Society all
had six, surely Fleur had seven) what was necessary to

